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The leap was quick; return was quick; he soon regained

his place,
Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in the

lady's face!
" Well done! " cried Francis, " bravely done! " and he

rose from where he sat:
" No love," quoth he, " but vanity, sets love a task like

that!"

King John and the Abbot of
Canterbury
ANONYMOUS
AN ancient story I'll tell you anon
Of a notable prince that was called King John;
And he ruled England with main and with might,
For he did great wrong and maintain'd little right.
And I'll tell you a story, a story so merry,
Concerning the Abbot of Canterbury;
How for his house-keeping, and high renown,
They rode post for him to fair London town.
A hundred men, the king did hear say,
The abbot kept in his house every day;
And fifty gold chains, without any doubt,
In velvet coats waited the abbot about.
How now, father abbot, I hear it of thee,
Thou keepest a far better house than me,
And, for thy house-keeping and high renown,
I fear thou work'st treason against my crown.